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Thanks to everyone who keeps reading the blog, it is good to know people continue to care.  I am 

now I am back in Guatemala I can update you on the work and hope you are encouraged by what 

you read below as so much has happened! 

My return to the UK at the end of May was 

linked with one of our annual fundraising 

events in Amersham, UK, called The Coin 

Race.  Thanks to the donations from our local 

supporters we managed to raise just over 

£2,000 and all those who came out to 

encourage us and donate their coins and notes 

had a great day.  Thank you so much to 

everyone who helped make this a great 

success. 

As I travelled around the UK speaking at 

various events, schools and churches I was 

moved by people´s commitment to our work in Central America and their generosity.  One family 

spent their day huddled inside a homemade human fruit machine.  Thanks to the Elderfield family 

who continue to fundraise all year round and thanks to everyone who supported me whilst I was in 

the UK. 

One of the events I would like to tell you 

about is the International Summit on the Legal 

Rights of Street Youth that took place in 

London in June.  The summit was sponsored 

by the American Bar Association and Baker & 

McKenzie International and brought together 

experts from all over the world to discuss how 

street youths can be protected and given 

opportunities to work or leave the streets for 

a home.  

One of the highlights for me was linking up 

with many sites around the world to discuss 

the issues and this was when we met a boy, Kesz Valdez, who had been rescued from a rubbish 

dump in Manila and by the age of 8 had motivated over 1000 children to fight for their rights.  He 

was awarded the 2012 International Children's Peace Prize and spoke to us about his experiences 

and the need to find a way to register children living on the streets.  Quite an inspirational young 

man! 

On my return to Guatemala I was keen to continue the fight against those police officers that had 

been accused of abusing and threatening street youths in the city.  Many people have signed 

the ONLINE PETITION and if you have not yet signed it please click on the link and share it with as 

many people as you can.  I would like to present 1000 signatures to the Municipal authorities next 

month. 

I was greatly encouraged by the support our local MP, Rt Hon Cheryl Gillan MP, who brought the 

issue of the abuses to the attention of the Foreign Secretary and that helped galvanize support from 

https://www.change.org/p/ministerio-p%C3%BAblico-de-guatemala-municipalidad-de-guatemala-oficina-de-derechos-humanos-del-arzobispado-de-guatemala-to-bring-to-account-the-municipal-police-of-guatemala-city-who-abused-and-mistreated-street-children-on-the-24th-may-2015?recruiter=304345873&utm_source=share_petition&utm_medium=facebook&utm_campaign=share_facebook_responsive&utm_term=des-lg-no_src-custom_msg&fb_ref=Default


the British Embassy in Guatemala City and that led to them involving the Mexican and American 

Embassies.  We hope this will lead to a high-level meeting in August with the Mayor and Chief of 

Police. 

Whilst all the day-to-day activities in the streets continued I have tried to give some time to finding a 

place we could rent/buy for our work here.  

I have to leave my rented apartment at the end of July 

and the street team and our administrator had to 

leave the office we had been so generously given by 

AMG in Guatemala, as they needed the space.  So we 

started to dream about what it would be like to have 

our own space for a small office, accommodation for 

me and a couple of staff members, possible 

accommodation for Sergio who left the streets in 

December and a space we could use to work with 

small groups of children and young people as well as a 

base for the mentoring programme. 

We found a large house in the city last week and we could move in tomorrow but the owner only 

wants to sell it rather than rent it.  So we are continuing the search and I will keep you posted about 

where we move to.  Today, we are viewing a warehouse in La Terminal that also has a few rooms 

that could be used for living accommodation and offices and we can rent it and then later buy it if 

we can raise the funds. 

A couple of days after arriving in Guatemala, 

Matt Levett and the team from The Forge Church 

in Suffolk arrived for a week of work in La 

Terminal.  The team worked hard painting the 

nursery that provides excellent care for 200 

young children and we see many of them on the 

streets each week.  The team also ran afternoon 

activities for a group of high-children and all the 

kids had a lot of fun. 

 It is so sad to hear the stories of the children 

and know we can´t do all we would like to help 

them.  One of the boys we helped that week is 

now interested in the mentoring programme, 

and trust me he really needs a friend in his 

life.  The poor boy has been through the worst 

abuse I have known for many years and I would 

rather not go into details, but it is a miracle he 

is still alive. 

One of the evenings last week I took a couple of 

our visitors from The Forge to the streets and, 

as we walked up the 5th Avenue, we can across 

a 17-year-old girl lying on the cold pavement, scantily dressed and with serious signs of abuse and 

rape. 



  Maribel had been raped by a group of men that day and left for dead but she had managed to crawl 

towards a couple of our friends who live on the streets but they 

didn´t know what to do.  We did our best to make her 

comfortable and called for an ambulance to take her to 

hospital.  After a few minutes the ambulance arrived and Walter 

and me went with her to the hospital where she had to wait 

several hours to be examined.  Oh that we had to money to take 

serious and immediate cases to a private hospital where they 

would be seen right away and receive the care they need. 

After a few hours at the hospital Maribel was seen and we were asked to leave and the following 

day, when we went to visit her in hospital, we were informed that she had signed herself out.  We 

have not seen her since then! 

Most of those we work with on the streets have very little confidence, if any, in the hospitals and are 

always living in fear that the police or someone else will find them there and that they will come to 

harm. So they leave and prefer to make it on their own on the streets. 

One incident that was worrying for us last week was when two of our team, Dina and Walter, went 

to visit one of the young mums we are supporting at the moment.  Kimberly had just given birth to 

her first child and since most of her family have been living on the streets we wanted to make sure 

she didn´t end up going the same way or put her child at risk. 

When Dina and Walter arrived at the hospital they became aware that Kimberly was very agitated 

when her 17-year-old boyfriend arrived.  A few minutes later he became violent and was trying to 

force Kimberly to live with him.  One thing led to another and then he took out a can of gas and 

solvent which he then sprayed in Kimberly´s eyes, then her mother and then Dina but Walter 

avoided the spray and the boy left the hospital as quickly as he could. 

The gas began to burn the eyes of all and hospital staff did nothing apart from saying that they 

would have to wait till a doctor was available.  Walter called me and I directed them to a private 

hospital where they all received the treatment they needed and then they had to make a formal 

statement to the police so the boy could be arrested and prosecuted.  Sadly, nothing will happen 

with him as the police showed so interest whatsoever in the situation. 

When I went to see Kimberly yesterday and take her some basic 

supplies for her little baby girl it was clear that her eyes were still 

not 100% and her mother was having to lock her in the little room 

they rent each time she leaves.  This can only be done from outside 

and so if there is an emergency she would not be able to leave.  We 

are hoping to help this family find alternative accommodation ASAP. 

Thanks to Christchurch, Tunbridge Wells, and a couple of people 

who give me money each month to spend on high-risk families as without these funds we would be 

even more limited with what we could offer. 

I will stop here and then come back with another blog later in the week as there are so many 

families at risk and I feel we could offer so much more if we had more volunteers.  

Thanks for your interest and support of our work here.  
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I have been busy trying to clean the car again but can´t seem to remove a smell that now seems to 

have become part of car!  Those who know me realise that I do try and keep things clean and in 

order and despite my friend Matt Levett telling me it is a disease, I think it is all about looking after 

what God has given me.  Anyway, Matt would be pleased to know the car is dirty! 

The reason the car smells rather “powerful” was that I offered to take a lady home from the rubbish 

dump the other evening and as the story unfolds you will understand why. 

 

On arrival at the rubbish dump in La 

Terminal this week I was told that a 10-

year-old boy had been abandoned there 

the day before and then the conversation 

moved on to other issues as though the 

abandoning of a child was of no 

significance.  After a bit more probing I 

found out that one of the mums had taken 

him home with her and was caring for him. 

So Frank and I went looking for her and 

found her sorting out some plastic bottles 

but was happy to sit with us and chat about the abandoned boy.  Now, I can´t share his name here at 

this stage but Doña Alicia was very keen to tell me the boy was safe and how she had felt sorry for 

him when she found him sleeping among the rubbish. 

As we chatted she told me that at 9pm she would be heading home and so Frank and me offered to 

return and take her home instead of her walking.  In the end it was Walter and I as Frank needed to 

take our two UK volunteers, Kathryn and Andy, back to their home.  As I drove up to the dump I saw 

quite a gathering of people and then was welcomed with kids shouting “Profe Duncan”. 

 

Doña Alicia met me and said “I thought you 

would never come” and then asked her 

gathering to load up the car with the 

rubbish they had collected that day.  Matt 

would have loved this bit as they stacked 

the car with their day´s earnings and 

climbed inside.  The little kids opted for the 

jeep that was being driven by Walter. 

On arrival at Doña Alicia´s home and after 

being told repeatedly that this was now a 

safe area as not many had been killed over 

the past few months, we unloaded the car and made our way up some steps while a small boy was 

told to remain with the cars and keep guard! 

Walking into Doña Alicia´s house reminded me of so many houses like it where one house serves as 

home for about 6-8 families with a common washing area.  Up more steps into the room where 



Doña Alicia, her older daughter her granddaughter, a teenage boy and 8 young children live.  Doña 

Alicia proudly began to name the children and as she did so the reason why there were with her 

“this one is X and his dad was shot dead last year, this is X and ran away from her abusive father, this 

is X and was abandoned on the dump yesterday…” 

 

It became clear that Doña Alicia was 

running her own children´s home and 

when I asked her why she did all this a 

huge smile came across her face as she 

said “I just love to love children”.  They all 

seemed very happy and the squabbling 

over who was going to play on my phone 

meant they were like most other kids I 

know. 

It was also clear that this family was 

struggling to survive and with all the kids 

in one bed and the two adults and teenage boy in a collapsing bunk bed sleeping must not be the 

most restful of experiences.  I looked around the dimly lit room and saw a tiny stove, a wardrobe 

and shelf in the corner held on by two nails and a small puppy hiding under the bed.  Obviously they 

needed help and help was something we were good at! 

The 10-year-old boy who had been abandoned on the rubbish dump seemed to have aclimatised to 

the family very well and was enjoying himself as much as the other kids.  Looking at him I wondered 

why a parent would just babandon their child on a rubbish dump and what sort of message would 

that send to the boy about his own value. 

 

After half an hour playing with the kids and 

winding them all up before bed, a gift I have, 

Walter and I headed back to our vehicles, 

both still being guarded by a small boy, and 

drove back up the road that took us past 

hundreds of similar little houses towards zone 

1 in Guatemala City. 

The smell in the car was rather over powering 

and so the next day had the car cleaned and 

made sure some perfume was added to 

remove the smell.  An hour later and the car 

still smelt the same and I was apologising all day to those who got in the car about the 

smell.  However I think the smell is going to help me think of and pray for this family every time I get 

in the car.  

We are now trying to find the money so we can buy them two bunk beds and a bag of basic 

supplies.  I am sure to be back there before I head down to Honduras next week and I am sure this 

story is just beginning! 
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I wish I could have taken a photo but you will understand 

why in just a moment and I hope that the picture I paint will 

do justice to the moment. 

This last week we had the joy of welcoming Jeony, the 

founder of AFE Honduras, and Shelley from Trash Mountain 

to Guatemala.  They had both come to explore how we can 

move forwards the new work with the children on the 

rubbish dump in La Terminal. 

Frank and I had taken Jeony and Shelley to the dump and while Jeony played drafts with a group of 

guys on the dump and while Shelley wandered around to snap some photos I was dragged off to see 

David´s mum. 

David´s mum is a very loving lady and had recently offered to offer a place to sleep to a 10-year-old 

boy who had been abandoned on the rubbish dump.  She was keen to talk with me about one of her 

older boys who had been spending more and more time on the streets and coming home around 

2am.  He is 11 and has started to wander away from home and so she was interested in our 

mentoring programme. 

David (photo) asked if he could sit down with his brother 

and another boy and play one of the games on my 

phone.  As he did so the heavens opened and it poured 

down torrential rain, which left the 3 boys and me heading 

for shelter.  Our shelter was a plastic sheet that seemed to 

be covering a pile of sacks. 

The place we were sheltering was right next to where 

David´s mum had taken refuge from the lashing rain and 

she thought it was hilarious watching us try and all stay dry 

under this tiny piece of plastic.  We sat on a pile of large plastic sacks that were full of plastic bottles 

and crushed cans and where I sat a small stream of water ran through and it didn´t take long before I 

was soaked right through. 

The three boys were enjoying the game on my phone and it was one of those special moments that 

you know the boys will remember for a long time.  David was engrossed in the game but came out 

with “you really care for us all don´t you Duncan?”,  “I try my best”, I replied, and the other boys 

seemed reflective and looked at me and then looked back at the game. 

I am now desperate to find the 11-year-old a mentor as I don´t know if I can keep taking on more 

and more but if no one comes forwards then I will be happy to help this little guy find a more 

positive future than the streets, the rubbish dump and hanging around with people who I know will 

lead him astray. 

When the rain stopped we emerged from our plastic sheet and found Shelley still taking photos and 

Jeony still playing drafts.  It was like time had stood still for a while and for me the profoundness of 

the moment will endure for a long time and I hope will lead to greater opportunities for these boys. 

  



No. 64 

Thanks to the support from Global Care we have been able to help many families with the donation 

of water filters.  The programme will increase later this year when we aim to have safe, clean water 

to 600 families! 

 Doña Gloria lives with her partner, Carlos, in a shack that clings to the mountainside on the outskirts 

of Guatemala City.  The land is contaminated by 

the open sewer that runs through the rear of her 

property and it is not even registered to her as it is 

land deemed unfit for human dwellings.  Each time 

it rains more of her land slowly slips away from her 

and runs down the mountainside.  One day she 

knows the whole house will eventually end up in 

the river below, but she has few options. 

  

Her four sons share the meagre house and often 

her daughter, grandson and husband stay over in 

order to get away from the violence where they live.  Not that staying with Doña Gloria is any safer 

as a few years ago Doña Gloria´s husband was killed and the older sons witnessed this and have 

been deeply affected ever since.  The gang violence where they live means the boys rarely venture 

out of the house and so suffer all sorts of social rejection but they are determined not to get into the 

gang. 

 One of their friends was recruited into the gang as they told him that if he didn´t kill a particular 

person they would kill his dad.  After he killed two people for the gang he was a broken boy and told 

the gang he could not kill anymore and so they killed his dad.  How he will recover from this I will 

never know. 

 Most of the time Doña Gloria´s family have one sort of stomach infection or another and this is 

mainly down to living where they live together with drinking water from the tap or from using 

contaminated water.  Having a water filter will make an impact in their lives and already we are 

seeing how the amazing Sawyer filter is changing their habits as well as their health. 

 The Sawyer filter is quite a breakthrough in technology as it will filter any water for up to 20 years 

and maybe more.  All it needs is a quick flush through now and again with a syringe and then the 

family can keep enjoying clean and safe water. 

It is a small start for this family who have lost so much over the years and we hope will be a symbol 

to them that they are cared for and not forgotten. 
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Life over the last month has had its challenges.  The office we had with an organization called AMG 

was no longer available as they needed the space to expand and so this gave us the challenge to find 

another home.  Since most of the team needed a base to operate from the only option I could see 

was to offer them space in my apartment until we found a new home. 

It had been a long journey to get to the point of considering opening our own centre and the journey 

took us to a very exciting crossroads.  In one memorable team meeting I asked the team what it 

would be like if we had a place that was right in the heart of where we work and what it would feel 

like to live out community. 

The team spoke with one voice as they dreamt of 

what this could look like and how they could be 

involved.  To cut a very long story short we have all 

felt that the place we are currently renting is a God-

given opportunity and one that has been confirmed 

by one of our supporters who would like to invest in 

the purchase of the property and allow us to use it 

rent-free for the next ten years. 

I had already decided to end the contract on the 

apartment and see how sharing the resources could 

allow us to have our own place with little in the way 

of regular ongoing running costs. 

As the month of July ended we packed up the temporary office and a removal company came to 

take us to our new home.  I can´t say I was sad to leave my comfortable apartment as the 

excitement of this new phase was evident in all of us. 

Moving into an abandoned warehouse certainly is not for those who crave luxuries like hot water, TV 

and a quite night.  I knew that living in La Terminal would be a challenge and I was prepared for it, as 

I knew what it would lead us to.  More about this in a bit. 

What I have not had time to do is let you know that 

I was very grateful for the visit of Andy and Kathryn 

who came to see us in July.  It was a busy time and 

both threw themselves into the work and joined in 

all the daily activities on the streets and came with 

me to visit little Jesus (photo) who has not been 

well of late.  Going to see him in his home was a 

real treat for him and his brother Marcos who are 

both doing well in school and looking forward to 

the start of the summer holidays next month. 

Kathryn came to offer her support and see how we 

are making progress with the mentoring programme as she is interested in helping to promote the 

programme in the UK. 

Andy was around a little longer and got involved in teaching one of the boys in our mentoring 

programme how to play the guitar.  As you can see from the photo we had to go to the local park in 

order to practice, and now the rainy season is here I am grateful to all those who have given to help 



us get the centre up and running as this means we don´t have to do our mentoring sessions out on 

the streets or in a park. 

While I am in the business of recapping the last few weeks I should also mention that I made a quick 

trip down to Honduras to see how the projects are going and to help support and encourage Teresa 

with her work in the prisons with one of the gangs.  It is always interesting going into the prisons 

with her and meeting some people who have had to survive doing things they will spend their lives 

regretting. 

AFE was busy with the celebrations for the Day 

of the Indian and this included dressing up as 

Lencas (Indians) and making displays of the 

Lenca culture and food.  I was very impressed 

and enjoyed seeing the progress in the school as 

well as the massive decrease in the number of 

children now on the rubbish dump. 

  

  

My two days in the Manuelito Children´s Home 

was as rewarding as ever and little Duncan was 

especially pleased to see me and, as always, 

spent his time around my neck!  Amazing to see 

how much he has matured and what a pleasant 

little boy he is and how much progress he has 

made in school.  I certainly feel a real connection 

with him and it is obvious he feels a massive 

connection with me as a father figure.  I feel 

privileged to have helped rescue him from the 

streets when he was just 15 days old and to see 

him grow into the delightful boy he is. 

Back in Guatemala I have been able to get out on the streets during the last week as I had to 

dedicate a good proportion of my time to the work in the centre.  As always, the streets are a mixed 

blessing and the real sad time last week was finding Sergio dead on the streets.  We have tried to 

help Sergio over the last few years but his health continued to deteriorate and finding him lying dead 

on the streets was not a pleasant experience.  Another great loss! 

The streets do offer the highs and lows and often in a 

matter of a single hour.  One high was when Cesar and 

Maria took the decision to leave the streets and start 

again.  No matter how many times they want to start 

again I want to be there for them in the hope that they 

will eventually be strong enough and determined 

enough to make it through to the future they both 

desire.  This future includes having the chance to have 

their two young children live with them again.  We wish 

them well and continue to visit them regularly. 



Back now to our new centre as it is something I could talk about for hours on end, but will spare you 

the hours and reduce it down to the last few minutes we have together in this blog! 

The centre, officially now called EL CENTRO, will open its doors in October but we have already 

started to see a few young people arrive and take refuge here in the afternoons, evenings and at 

weekends.  There is always something to do and many have learned how to paint, clean and cook 

bacon sarnies!  The centre will be our base for the mentoring programme and not a centre like a 

soup kitchen where people from the streets come day and night and ask for support, food and 

help.  The main reason we wanted a centre was to help provide a safe and fun place for those in the 

mentoring programme and, at the same time, spend time with their mentor talking, playing, learning 

and getting the help and support they need to make positive life decisions. 

We are in desperate need of the funds to get the 

centre completed and this is one of the reasons I 

am returning to the UK next week so I can try and 

generate interest again in the work and raise 

some funds to help complete the centre. 

I am hoping to organize a general meeting for all 

those who would like a personal update from 

me.  I also need to setup and run THE BIG SLEEP 

on the 19th September in Amersham.  Please do 

come and get involved in THE BIG SLEEP and if 

you are unable to do so in Amersham, then 

please could you consider taking part with your own BIG SLEEP in your own home, town, church or 

any location you wish to consider.  More details will appear on the website over the next few days. 

I really do appreciate you reading thus far and for your support of the work here.  Sometimes it feels 

a lonely and tough battle and at other times I rejoice in the people I know God has put around me to 

support me in this work.  THANK YOU for your love and support. 
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It was an overwhelming feeling flying back into Guatemala City as I had missed the place but had 

enjoyed 2 very busy but special weeks in the UK.  Thanks to all those who hosted me, fed me, 

supported, prayed and gave so that the work here can continue.  A BIG THANK YOU! 

I walked home the other evening along the busy 

6th Avenue (not one of my best pictures) and was 

mulling over in my mind the day´s happenings and felt 

so grateful for your support and all my friends in the UK 

and around the world who are there to provide me with 

a strong support network.  I really do appreciate you. 

My thoughts were on visit I had just mad to one of the 

families we are helping.  I was asked to look at the back 

of a small boy who had wounds on his back from being 

beaten with a chain and padlock.  His aunt was 

concerned and trying to keep him safe but this was proving rather complicated. 

She herself had been through a lot that day as it was her father´s funeral.  I had gone with her the 

day before to the hospital where her father was lying unconscious in the emergency ward.  Walking 

into the San Juan de Dios hospital is not for the faint-hearted as any casualty ward is busy but this 

one has no screens and leaves nothing to the imagination in dealing with the usual casualties plus 

the day’s shootings. 

Standing with her as she caressed her father´s head and wept made me think of the many dying 

around me who had no one.  I didn´t know how long we were there but eventually other family 

members arrived and I was asked to leave as only one person was allowed to be there and the family 

needed to rotate to say their goodbyes. 

Sitting with her the following day, a couple of hours after the funeral, and whilst looking at the boy´s 

back was very comforting for her and her family.  They live in the most challenging of circumstances 

and yet her thoughts were on me and the work and how she could help. 

Another funeral had to be paid for and it was clear she was not able to cover the cost and so asked 

for a loan of £250 to pay for it all and would pay me back over the next year.  I was trying not to 

think badly about her family when I heard how they had all decided not to help with the funeral 

costs.  She told me how, when her aged father was seriously ill, her sisters had decided not to take 

him to a doctor or get him medicine, as it “was not worth spending money if he is going to die”!  She 

tried to help but that came too late and sadly her father passed away.  He could have been helped 

and could still be enjoying his retirement.  But, like so 

many, they have to make some hard decisions about 

how much it costs to be well or stay alive. 

Two days later I am in the casualty ward again with 

Selvin, a 23 year old who lives on the streets.  We 

found him coughing up blood and had not eating for a 

week and was doubled up in pain and unable to 

walk.  Thanks to our friends at the Bomberos 

Voluntarios (photo) I took him to the hospital and 

waited to be seen.  



After registering him on the waiting list a doctor came and asked what his problem was and saw he 

was a young man who lives on the streets.  He turned to another doctor saying he was not an urgent 

case and so we waited until a doctor called us to a cubical.  The way Selvin was treated made we 

wonder why doctors do what they do.  It was clear this doctor was not that keen on being up this 

late and even less keen to treat a guy who lives on the streets.  Selvin was kept in overnight and I 

hope is still there as he was not o the streets last night.  Trying to get in to visit him is not that easy 

but we need to find out how he is as no family will be visiting him today or tomorrow or any day. 
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SUNDAY 11th October 2015 

My frustrations here are not that many and mainly due to not being able to help as many children as 

I would like and the lack of human resources to make a real impact. 

When one takes a step back to look at all that has been achieved over a year one can be very 

comforted by the numbers of children helped.  However, there seems so many more children 

around these days and new ones coming on the streets as fast as we take others from the streets.  I 

just wish I had more long-term volunteers here to work on the streets and thought I would share 

with you just a couple of experiences this week that has made me feel frustrated and deeply sad. 

A friend of mine dropped in on me last week and told me how he would like to explore the 

opportunity to know what street work is like and if he could become a volunteer.  This coincided 

with a chat I had with one of the boys I am mentoring who is 15 and keen to become a doctor.  The 

boy has quite an insightful view of life and has overcome so much and is making some great choices 

instead of being on the streets.  He spoke of his heart for a group of young people living on the 

streets and a passion he has to help them. 

This led me to inviting both of them to come with me on the streets on Monday night and to meet 

some of the groups we are working with.  The late-night visit would have to start after our usual 

rounds with a group of high-risk children, but that is OK as I feel so much can be achieved at night. 

Our first journey took us into the heart of La Terminal and since the rainy season is coming to an end 

the evening temperature is pleasant and there is no need to run from one shelter to another in 

order to avoid the torrential downpours. 

Walking down the steps into a maze of alleyways with 

hardly any light is an experience many first-time street 

volunteers never forget.  We make our way through the 

first few alleys and greet a few people who are spilling out 

of their tiny wooden shacks for lack of room and to enjoy 

the evening breeze.  The 3 dogs that normally bark at any 

strangers and then bite their heels were fast asleep, and 

anyway I had made friends with them a long time ago and 

so knew they would no longer bother me. 

We can´t knock on the door of one particular shack as the “door” is just a curtain and with music 

blearing out from inside I could only shout and say hello to those inside.  At this point of my account 

I will have to change the names of those involved and not go into too much detail otherwise people 

could be put at risk. 

A lady appears behind us and is holding her nose and saying she can´t stop the bleeding.  At the 

same time the mother of the family we had gone to visit appears and invites us into her little 

home.  We step into a tiny room, nor more than 2x4m, and immediately step down onto a dirt floor 

and sit down on one of the beds.  The first bed is just two planks of wood propped up on piles of 

bricks and the other is an actual mattress that looks like it has been around since the 1960s! 

I am invited to sit on the bed of two planks where two 14-year-olds have decided to make their 

home and are now living together.  The girl is pregnant but very much entwined in her 14-year-old 



lover.  I perch on the edge of the bed and begin to engage both teenagers in conversation while my 

two friends offer some basic first aid to the lady with a nosebleed. 

The mum, Doña Rosa, begins crying as she reaches over to me to tell me how sad she feels about her 

life and how she thinks we are going to take her children away from her.  The tears mask a deep 

sense of loss for the years that have eroded her confidence and her self worth and all she now 

experiences is frustration, pain and a sense there is no way out. 

At this point two younger children come in and ask for hugs and clearly want to be played with.  The 

younger girl, Michel, starts to tell me that her 8-year-old brother, Oscar, is not going to school and 

spends more time in the streets.  And who would blame him really!  When you look at what his 

options are I wonder if the streets are a comforting option.  Oscar smiles and falls into my lap 

looking for some form of comfort and approval but all I can do is smile and offer a listening ear as 

Michel continues to tell me the problems Oscar is getting into. 

I can´t even begin to understand how a 7-year-old girl goes about telling her 8-year-old brother that 

a contract killer popped by to say that if he keeps stealing from the gambling machines he will be 

killed! 

Michel opens up and talks more about her life like she has been around for 40 years.  Maybe she has 

experienced in 7 years what many people experience in a lifetime.  Michel tells of her experience in 

a children´s home soon after her dad was shot dead and the family was under death threats.  

The home is a well-known one here and has many children within its walls but I have never heard 

one good thing from those who have either escaped or “graduated” from the home.  Michel tells of 

how if the children didn´t do their chores or homework or, she goes on to list many other 

wrongdoings, then one of the punishments the younger ones suffered was having their fingers held 

in the door frame and the door firmly closed.  Often children would faint and she shows how many 

nails had been either removed or badly damaged because of the “discipline”. 

On returning to “The Centre” I feel very exhausted by it all but aware that another day starts early 

and more kids will come calling hoping to see the new centre open and ready for them.  Sadly I can´t 

give them the news of our opening yet but hope we will open in early November. 

The following day little Brayan comes calling by the centre.  Brayan looks like a vulnerable boy and it 

is clear he is streetwise and knows how to navigate his way through the local streets with all their 

perils and dangers.  He either ran away from home or was abandoned by his parents but no child 

grows up wishing they could live on the streets but this will have to wait until we have got to know 

him more. 

Brayan´s situation is complicated.  He is 10 years of age and 

small for his age.  He has obviously not washed for a few 

days nor washed his clothes. The desire to have him 

showered and put into clean clothes is something else that 

must wait, as there are more urgent things to deal with.  He 

has been trying to deal drugs in order to earn money for 

food and now has got himself in a situation where he can´t 

go to where he knows and where his friends are because a 

contract has been put on him.  A contract on a 10-year-old!  

Our team tries their best to care for him and we all try and spend some time with him, which is 

obviously having an impact on him.  Brayan asks for another bowl of cereal as our kitchen is still not 



built and all we can offer is cereal.  But he enjoys another bowl and loves watching the chocolate 

crispies change the milk into chocolate milk.  Later Frank takes him for a ride on the bus to help with 

the purchase of some supplies for the evenings activities. 

The following day I learn that Brayan returned later that afternoon but found the place empty as we 

had all gone out to work on the streets or work in other areas.  I feel bad when I hear this and then 

am told that he just sat opposite the centre and cried.  Now I feel really bad and call out to God for 

volunteers and for a full-time person to work with us in the centre.  We simply just have to have 

someone who can be around all the time and I wish we had the funds to employ a man and a 

woman to offer these kids the love and acceptance they are looking for. 

The week ends with a call from Gerson who has 

just been released from hospital.  He was 

attacked by 3 youths who mistake him for 

another person and cut him across the face and 

stab him twice in the head.  Gerson struggles to 

his friends and when he finds them they call an 

ambulance and take him to hospital. 

I leave for the streets and find Gerson in his 

usual place.  Despite how he is feeling he runs 

to me and calls out “papa”.  He holds onto me 

and cries for about 20 minutes non-stop.  He is 

clearly affected by the attack but can never 

benefit from the luxury of having the psychological support he clearly needs.  I check out his wounds 

and wonder how he can be just stitched up and then discharged without any real care. 

Fortunately one of our new volunteers is a doctor and she comes with me to wash Gerson´s head 

and check his wounds.  Having the centre means we are only a short walk away from where Gerson 

hangs out.  At first Gerson is not that keen on the idea of having his head washed but the doctor 

treats him with such love and kindness that he melts and invites us both to help him.  His wounds 

are not as bad as I first thought and he will be left with a large scar over his left eye, but it is clear 

that the wound is clean and needs little medical attention.  His head wounds do need cleaning but 

when all cleaned and treated Gerson is full of hugs and thankfulness. 

Despite feeling good that we have helped Gerson my eyes are drawn to little Darwin who seems to 

have joined the gang.  I met Darwin the other night when we went to spend some time with the 

gang and was struck by his bright yellow t-shirt and missing front teeth.  Darwin is 12 and slowly 

being inducted into the gang.  It won´t be long before he is sniffing solvents and, like many before 

him, assimilated into the culture and ways of the streets.  I don´t have the time to sit with him and 

talk and if I did I doubt if he would open up as he has just met me.  He becomes another one on my 

list of “must help” for the coming week! 

It has been a long and difficult week but it feels good to be here and to make a difference.  I just 

wish we had more people to help as each child needs individual care and I always wonder how they 

will get through the weekend and what we will find on the streets tomorrow.  Heading to bed now 

so thanks for listening as it is good therapy talking with you about my experiences here and good to 

know you have got this far in the blog and not clicked off to another site!  

  



No. 68 

SUNDAY 18th October 2015 

I am just about to head off to visit Manuel, one of the guys who left the streets 3 weeks 

ago.  Manuel continues in the process in the rehab centre and I hear that his is doing exceptionally 

well.  We then need to visit a family who are living in a marginalized area of Guatemala City and 

check up on how the four boys in the family are doing as one has been seriously ill recently. 

Seeing those we have known for years come off the streets is an exciting moment but I have been 

around long enough to know that for many people the first week or two are crucial in the process of 

leaving behind the drugs and street life. 

So it was a welcoming sight to see Gerson last night and to see how the first 5 days off the streets 

have been going.  Many of the regular readers of the blog will know Gerson well (through reading of 

his life experiences here) and know the fight he has with the draw of the streets on his life. 

It took us 2 hours to get through the Saturday evening traffic and find our way from one side of 

Guatemala City to the other.  As we approached the area where he is currently living it was clear 

that this was an area prone to violence and the rows of tin shacks demonstrated that the wealth 

from the rest of the city had not yet reached out this far. 

Gerson´s grandmother was waiting in the road and led us down a crumbling concrete path towards 

her home, which also doubles as a small shop.  She was pleased to see us and spoke all the way 

down about how well Gerson was doing and what she feels he needs in order to make it through 

another week.  We entered her simple home and found Gerson sat on the sofa watching a tiny 

colour TV that has a weak signal but you can still make out the images on the screen. 

Gerson rises to greet us with a 

huge smile on his face.  I am 

pleased to see him as are 

Walter, one of our full-time 

street workers, together with 

Angel and Jonathan, two of our 

volunteers.  Gerson is still 

shaking and obviously not yet 

in fell health.  His grandmother 

tells us that he tried to go back 

to the streets in the week but 

she found him at the door and 

convinced him to consider the 

consequences. 

For Gerson, life has hit him 

hard and he knows, all too well, the consequences of life back on the streets.  Just a couple of weeks 

ago he was attacked by a group of men and left with serious head wounds.  He has seen so many die 

on the streets but still thinks he might make it through.  He told me recently it would be better if he 

was dead as that might mean an end to his pain. 

We eat with him, played and prayed with him and encouraged him to keep focused on getting 

better.  He will soon need something to occupy his time and mind and so we are looking into how a 



part-time job might help him get settled into a routine.  We say our goodbyes, leave Gerson to the 

TV screen and descend back to the city centre where our base now is. 

One of our low points this week has been trying to help a little 10-year-old boy who we have all 

grown rather fond of.  Bryan (not his real name) appeared one day on the rubbish dump just up the 

road from our centre.  A lady we know took him home with her where he slept on the dusty floor of 

her little shack together with 6 other children.  Bryan´s situation is complicated and we have to tread 

carefully in our support of him so that we don´t end up running a children´s home instead of a drop-

in centre. 

Since Bryan has been coming 

most days to eat cereal and 

fruit we have been getting to 

know him and trying to 

understand his story.  Then on 

Friday one of our team let him 

in to eat but he made his way 

up the steps to my room and I 

found him asleep on the 

mat  outside my door.  It must 

have been a very 

uncomfortable place to sleep 

but he had not slept all night, 

we found out later, and so I 

prepared some cushions below 

and then carried him 

downstairs and laid him on the cushions where he slept for 5 hours. 

Finding kids like this is never easy and your heart says “take him in”, “give him some love” but we 

have to try and follow our procedures and try and find a solution and so our team works hard at 

making a report to the authorities whilst making contact with his family.  This will be a tough case 

and with a vulnerable 10-year-old at the heart of it all we have to make sure we act in his best 

interests. 

Friday ended with a trainer arriving at the centre to teach some of the boys the techniques for 

training in boxing and Bryan decides he would like to join in but clearly struggles with some of the 

exercises.  As the evening comes to a close we need to head to the streets and visit one of the boys 

who has been beaten up by a couple of men who stole the little amount of money he had.  However 

Bryan has nowhere to go and we know he will spend another cold night sleeping on the rubbish 

dump. 

Our frustrations are very real and we all find times like this incredibly hard.  We watch little Bryan 

wander down the road and can only pray that God keeps him safe and helps us find a short and long-

term solution.  Sometimes life is tough, unjust and cruel and we find ourselves standing in the gap 

for these kids, fighting for their lives but struggling for support, resources and for more to come and 

stand with us. 



As Bryan heads towards the 

rubbish dump we walk to meet 

a group of street youths who 

have called to inform us that 

one of their group has been 

attacked and can´t see out of 

one eye.  On arrival the 

situation is not as bad as we 

think and a black eye is the sign 

that he came off worse, but will 

recover.  We spend an hour or 

so chatting with the group 

before two older youths arrive 

and begin shouting.  One of 

them comes towards me and 

the tattoos indicate which gang 

they both belong to. 

Immediately the four dogs that live with this group of street youths begin barking and one of them, 

Canela, runs up and bites the guy who is facing me on the back of his leg.  The other dogs begin to 

set on him and he and his friend flee down the road pursued by the dogs.  Selvin, one of the guys we 

were speaking with, is concerned that they will come back and try to rob us and so decides to walk 

with us in order to “ensure we are safe”.  One of the dogs joins us on our return and we arrive at a 

safe place where Selvin and his trusted companion walk back to their street corner.  On our safe 

arrival back at our centre I receive a phone call from Selvin who calls to check we are all safe and 

well.  Such a comforting end to the evening and a demonstration of the love these guys have for 

us.  It is worth holding onto this moment for a while as we reflect back on the week and wonder 

when and in what condition we will find little Bryan in tomorrow. 

  



No. 69 

Friday 30th October 2015 

Every trip down to Honduras is packed with fun, challenges and there is always one child I come 

away and reflect a lot on.  This trip it was little Cindy and I thought I would share her story with you 

as part of my personal therapy!  Thanks for listening. 

Cindy is 6 and has grown up in 

Talanga, Honduras, with her 

mum and little brother.  Her 

short life has been full of 

experiences that would 

challenge many of us and her 

mum has tried her best to cope 

with a violent husband and 

difficult past.  The violence in 

the family home, and when I 

say home I mean small mud 

shack, got increasingly worse 

and led the mum to drinking 

heavily.  All this resulted in 

little Cindy becoming very 

abused and neglected. 

One day the Manuelito team heard about Cindy and offered her a place at the school they have built 

in the grounds of the children´s home.  The school has welcomed 80 children like Cindy from the 

town where the home is situated and offers a great education to those children together with the 42 

others living in the home. 

I was invited to join Jorge and Lorena, together with little Cindy, on a trip one afternoon to visit 

Cindy´s home and try and talk with her mum about Cindy coming into the home full-time as it was 

obvious she was suffering greatly and was in need of support and love.  Jorge and Lorena are 

responsible for running the home and do an amazing job with very few resources and little 

encouragement. 

We drove from the home a little way into town where we took a dirt road that seemed to stop at a 

river.  I was encouraged to keep driving across the river and noticed a small track on the other 

side.  Having a 4x4 is essential here and so we crossed the river and made it up the muddy track to a 

point where we had to leave the car and walk. 

The hot afternoon sun streamed through the trees and the peace and quiet of the countryside was a 

welcome break from my new home in La Terminal, Guatemala City, where the noise is constant and 

rather overwhelming at 4am when the busses start their air horns to encourage trade.  We walked 

through a gap in the trees and came to an open patch of ground where we found Cindy´s mum 

sitting on the grass watching the day´s washing dry.  Cindy walked closer to us and said nothing to 

her mum as we greeted her and explained who we were and asked if we could talk with her about 

Cindy. 



Little Cindy began to play with her 3-year-

old brother while we tried to discuss how 

we could help Cindy and how it might be 

good for her to come into the children´s 

home.  I was surprised by the mum´s 

reaction as Jorge and Lorena talked about 

things they had been concerned over and 

how being in the home could help Cindy 

stay safe and offer her a brighter 

future.  The mum said “take her” and then 

got up from the ground and walked into the 

dimly-lit mud shack to collect the few 

clothes Cindy owned.  There are no toys, no 

games, nothing except a change of clothes! 

It was obvious that attachment was not an issue here and when I asked Cindy´s mum if she was 

going to miss her she replied “I don´t know, probably”.  Jorge asked the mum to sign a paper and 

then Cindy was led away back down the track, through the trees and into my car, skipping as she did 

and never looking back once. 

Later that evening I caught up with Cindy as she wanted to be pushed on the swing and she told me 

about how she has a bed to sleep in tonight and a new family, and a shower, and food, and… the list 

just went on.  She was clearly enthralled by the new experience and the next day was even happier 

to tell me about how she had slept in a bed and had a shower. 

There is always mixed feelings when you try and help a child at need as there is always a family at 

risk in the mix and many other children that surface that are in need of help, protection and love. 

At the Manuelito children´s home love is 

something quite palpable and little Duncan, 

who turns 8 this month, is filled with love 

for his “dad” and follows me 

everywhere.  He watches my every move 

and then I see him responding as I would 

respond or catch him copying the way I 

eat!  I am touched indeed and it is a 

wonderful experience to watch him grow 

and enjoy his childhood. 

As always, the concerns about where the 

money is going to come from to feed all 

these kids and run the school is always top 

of the agenda and we continue to trust that all needs are met and know God never lets us down.  

I return to Guatemala quite exhausted but happy to have enjoyed a few days in Honduras and ready 

to take on the next challenge – opening our first centre in the city for the children and young people 

in the mentoring programme. 

  



No. 70 

Saturday 21st November 2015 

I have been reflecting on the last few months because, as many of you know, we have been busy 

preparing the new centre for opening in Guatemala City. 

The new centre opened its doors two weeks 

ago and we have been testing out how the 

place runs, what needs to be changed and how 

the kids are reacting to having a place they can 

call their own. 

After many months of hard work, sacrifice and 

very little sleep the centre opened to the 

applause of many organisations, friends and the 

visit of the British Ambassador (photo 

below).  It was a special day, a long day as we 

were open from 6am to 10pm, but a rewarding 

time for all and a great surprise to many as to 

the quality of what is available to the children and young people who are in the mentoring 

programme. 

We welcomed Eva from Honduras who will be in day-to-day charge of the centre.  I have known Eva 

for many years and seen how she and her sisters came off the streets as little girls and have 

graduated through the Manuelito Children´s Home.  Eva is starting her own life as a volunteer with 

us in the hope this will lead to a full-time job. 

I uploaded a ton of photos on Facebook for 

those who would like to see more photos of 

the centre and will be adding some more to the 

Street Kids Direct website over the coming 

days. 

In my reflections I have been celebrating with 

the team the numbers of people who have 

been rescued from the streets or who have 

taken great decisions to leave the streets and 

start a new life.  If we made a total of all those 

on the streets we work with then one great 

statistic is that we have managed to help 15% 

leave the streets and start new lives with jobs, study, a rehab programme or re-start their lives with 

their families.  This work can be rewarding from time to time! 

Today has been an interesting day with some of the kids arriving at the centre and in obvious need 

of care, support, encouragement and love. 

To give you a for instance, here is the story of Danilo who comes most days now with his brother 

David as a refuge from the local rubbish dump.  Their mum works incredibly hard on the dump to 

find them food and earn enough to support the family.  There is no dad present in their lives and so 

both boys have started to wander more in the streets in recent months. 



The mentoring programme is designed to help boys like these and, unless you are wondering, we do 

have a number of girls in the programme and they have been rewarded with 3-day camps recently. 

So Danilo (photo right) arrived 

and looked like death.  He is 13 

years of age and very small for 

a 13-year-old and wears the 

same clothes every time we see 

him, shorts, t-shirt and some 

cheap imported form of 

Crocs.  He is obviously not well 

and starts to cry and shake and 

tell me he has severe stomach 

pains and feels very cold.  As 

we sit him down he begins to 

vomit and panic hits him, which 

increases his breathing 

considerably.  His 9-year-old 

brother seems concerned and 

we rush him off to a local clinic where is diagnosed with a number of conditions and given a list of 

medicine he needs urgently.  We have run out of funds due to the expenses on getting the centre up 

and running and so have to be creative with our personal money to help cover these costs and get 

him well. 

While Danilo tries to rest upstairs in the lounge I prepare my lunch while David sits and watches my 

every move.  When I eventually sit down to eat it is clear his eyes are on my food and so we go 

halves and he enjoys both the meal and the attention. 

Later in the evening I have to take Danilo back to the rubbish dump and explain to his mum how sick 

he is and that he needs to be taken home and someone must stay with him.  The other option is 

have him stay at the centre but his mum sends a relative to watch over him while she works through 

with the other children at the dump till about 10pm.  It is tough leaving them there but we have to 

take Danilo home and hope that he gets through the night without us getting a phone call to tell us 

his situation has deteriorated. 

Danilo lives in a gang infested area and the graffiti and feel of the area would make many people 

turn around and head out of there.  We drive deeper into this little community, which is situated 

about 10 minutes from the centre of the city and shares its border with the largest slum in Central 

America. 

We park the car and with the usual prayer for God to help us return to the car with all four wheels in 

place we climb up the concrete steps, into an alleyway and then more steps into a doorway that 

leads to yet more steps and then into a small room where the family live.  The size of the room is 

about 4m x 4m and houses the mum, her older daughter and her boyfriend and four younger 

children.  We are helping them, thanks to a friend in the UK, to buy a bed so the children can sleep 

off the dirt floor at night. 

Danilo crawls into the bed that is propped up by a large pile of clothes and closes his eyes whilst 

shivering and saying thank you.  It is hard to leave him but we promise to come back the following 

morning and take him to the centre for his medicines and some food. 



As I write this little David is calling out my name from below and arrives at my door to let me know 

he is heading home and can he come back tomorrow and eat with us again.  This eating with us 

business is another cost we had not thought enough of and so more funds will need to be raised if 

we are to provide some basic meals for these kids. 

My phone goes and it is Gerson asking when I am going to visit him and can I send him a hug down 

the phone.  We will be out on the streets in a bit and will be taking some of the boys to a special 

event at my church tonight. 

I am hoping that little Quennel 

will be able to come along, as 

we are desperate to see a 

change in him.  He has stopped 

coming along to the centre due 

to “an incident” a couple of 

weeks ago and that means we 

can no longer keep a daily eye 

on him as before. 

We have reported his situation 

to the authorities that have 

decided, once again, to do 

nothing.  It is not easy going to 

bed knowing this vulnerable 

10-year-old boy is living on the 

streets just around the corner.  He has started to hang out with Gerson and a group of older street 

youths and has made friends with our newest boy on the streets, 10-year-old Josué (photo left - 

siniffing solvent).  Both boys are now sniffing solvents and rapidly deteriorating in their health and 

mental capacity.  Our sense of frustration is obvious and we wish we had somewhere these boys 

could live off the streets. 

Our recent successes in taking young people off the streets are then counteracted by more little 

ones coming onto the streets!  Screaming aloud does nothing either and so we regroup and plan a 

strategy for helping the most vulnerable whilst trying, with the number of hours available to us each 

day, to visit those who have left the streets and encourage them to keep taking positive decisions. 

Most of this happens in one day and there are so many more days I could tell you about but have 

decided to bring this blog to an end before you drop off to sleep!  Thank you for listening and if you 

would like to help us help more kids please do consider making a donation via our website. 

 


